wege W 20 the meeting * 
x: on, 
And hoaſe · pip 4 l ſalute the morn 3 
Fair Cynthia charm'd the Sore: bt 
ker voice like Philomela rung, 
But ſtill the burrhen of her ſor g. 
Was falſe and 1 


x * Rc Colin, HO had Nray 1 t 

45 * hen larks, the heralds of the 

Their dewy neſts forſake, 
deut lurk'd behind a "© Us 
5 hear and view the bean 


That n ran cheek.” 5 
4 And FR vet eb ang aun. 


No longer able :o contain, 
He thus himſelf addreſs'd: 
My flocks; cry'd he, ſhall all he thine, 
355 dog, my crook, be you but mine, 
And bleſs « ſhepherd's breaſt, *, 


2 


= 


OM 
* WB 
1 


1 
8 
- 


SE 


b In 2 aid ſhe, fond youth you 1 3 
85 To church with me you ſirſt muſt 2 "ag 0 

Of which the ſwain approy Pt. 

Then to the grove again oy led, 

= The ripen'd, panting, me EY 
'Y "Where b. doch Fe. in love, | 


= 4 hen bliſs v was paſt young colin arid, 
39 {Ha d you at firſt rt made d 
VI ne'er had ſeen thee more: 
Be huſh'd, cry'd ſhe, I knew thy th 
Fot Hodge, w who lives at yonder mill, | 
7 at adhaba, ſo before, 3 


TL 
Wa 
PN ill | 


